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In SIIP ntuthtT              wiiiifiiifi nor twn inter*
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1              tti t^ni sillily of
tho                                         liiP                         iif iajf precious and rare though that may be, for this book was the first in English prose 1 had come across that procured for me any genuine pleasure in the language itself, in the combination of words for silver or gold chime, and "unconventional cadence, and for all those lurking half-meanings, and that evanescent suggestion, like the odour of dead roses, that words retain to the last of other times and elder usage. Until I read "Marina" the English language (English prose) was to me what French must be to the majority of English readers, I read for the sense and that was all; th* It i* nut Mr,
